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After drinking two cups she felt better but she was still tired and
weak and fell back and went to sleep again.
Meiniang did not wake up again until daybreak. When she saw
Chin Chung lying beside her, she asked him who he was and on
being told began to recall vaguely the previous evening. "I must
have been very drunk," she said. "No, not very," Chin Chung an-
swered. "Did I vomit?" she asked. "No, you didn't," Chin Chung
answered. "That's better," Meiniang said with relief, but after a
while she said, "but I remember having vomited and drinking
some tea. Could I have dreamed it?" Only then did Chin Chung
tell her the truth. "What a thoughtful man!" Meiniang said to
herself. She began to feel kindly toward Chin Chung.
Then as she looked at him more attentively, she suddenly was
reminded of the peddler and asked him who in truth he was.
Thereupon Chin Chung told her who he was, how he had ad-
mired her ever since he first laid eyes on her, how he had saved
for a whole year in order to have his supreme pleasure, and how
happy he was for having had a chance to be near her that night.
Meiniang was more moved than ever after hearing this recital.
"But don't you regret," she said, "that I wasn't able to entertain
you last night and that you have spent your hard-earned money
for nothing?" "How could that be possible?" said Chin Chung.
"You are a goddess in exile and I consider myself fortunate that
you do not take me to task for not having served you better."
"You should have saved your money for supporting your family
instead of squandering it here," Meiniang said, to which Chin
Chung answered that he had no wife and children. "Are you going
to come again?" Meiniang asked after a brief silence, to which
Chin Chung answered, "The happiness I had last night will swsr
tain me the rest of my life. How dare I hope for more?"
"Where can one find such a good man?" Meiniang thought to
herself. "So honest and straightforward, and above all so thought-
ful. You can't find one like him in ten thousand. It is a pity that
he is a mere peddler, otherwise I should not hesitate to marry
myself to him."
As she was thus thinking to herself, a maid brought in water